VICHY  WATER                                           247
the demobilization papers from the merchant. That was the only
thing I could think of. Probably he wanted to sell them himself to
us. But who was the policeman ? And why were they in that hotel ?
As far as I knew they were to meet in a bar.
My next thought was that if it ever came out about those papers
I was in for it again. I could smell Chaves. Anyway, it wasn't so far
from me. I rushed to the Poles, who were drunk and happy. I
told them we were in for trouble. We'd been double-crossed in
true Marseilles fashion. That sobered them a bit and they said it was
the best thing to beat it. They would go to Nice; I had better go
with them. I went back to my hotel to pack my things and there
was a message from Yves that he would be round in the morning and
I should without fail wait for him. So I didn't go to Nice but the
fool that I was thought there must be a complete mistake and Yves
would explain it in the morning. Now it seems to me that was
chiefly an excuse to do nothing. Without vitality you can't do much;
in my case it was sheer nothing. I went to bed and lay on my back
and looked at the ceiling and, generally speaking, was past caring.
Yves came in the morning. He had a long story to tell. It was
confused; but one thing stood out. When the false policeman
searched the merchant no demobilization papers were on him;
when he ransacked his flat there were no papers to be found either.
Hence, all along he intended to rob us of fifteen thousand francs.
I asked Yves what they had been doing in that hotel? Yves said
that as a matter of fact it wasn't only the papers they were going to
discuss but a friend of Yves had dollars to sell and he had casually
mentioned that to the merchant in the morning. Also in that hotel
lived some friends of the merchant, and he was taking him to them
to sell the dollars. He took twenty dollars with him as a start, and
the false policeman had robbed him of them. They didn't lose their
time once they got together.
It all seemed very fishy to me. He hadn't the faintest idea who the
false policeman was. I asked him why didn't he go to the police.
His answer was logical enough. Both dollars and demobilization
papers were against the law. Yves thought he would go to the
merchant and see him because they ought to say the same to the
police, so that nothing should leak out about the papers. He was
fidgety about the papers. He, as a Frenchman, was liable to very
severe punishment if it came to light he had been helping a foreigner
to leave France. He entreated me not to lose my head if the police
sent for me, but to remain firm and say that I introduced him
because he knew some local official who might help him to get an
exit visa. I said I wouldn't lose my head. Yves went.